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Emmett S. Harrington

Copyrighted -- License
from Black Star

In an age of specialization the versatile man, like Emmett S. Harrington, Executive Office partner, rates
particular notice. He plays golf left-handed and has an
eight handicap. But he writes with his right hand,
having been born in an era when left-handers were
switched, and withal his penmanship is better than that
of most busy men.
Soon after he joined Haskins & Sells as a partner in
the 1952 merger with McLaren, Goode, West & Co., the
prominent and prestigious West Coast firm where his
concern had been with the technical aspects of the
practice, Mr. Harrington moved to the EO to assist in
general administration.
One of his first jobs there was to help expand the
Firm's national recruitment program, in conjunction
with Lawrence M. Walsh, now a partner in our Philadelphia Office. Then his responsibilities broadened to include personnel policies in general. Robert L. Steele, who
now coordinates our South American practice and who
was closely associated with Mr. Harrington at that time,
recalls that "Emmett has always had an intuitive feeling
for people and a genuine interest in their welfare."
Staff training, salaries, insurance and pension plans
soon all fell within his purview. He then became absorbed with long-range planning and later with practice office coordination, which is now Malcolm Devore's
responsibility.
As expansion occurred in the Canadian practice of
DPH&S, Mr. Harrington was made responsible for liaison with the partners in Canada. Regular attendance
at the Canadian partners' meetings led to a continuing
close relationship.
For three years Mr. Harrington supervised the General Motors engagement and traveled more than 50,000
miles through Europe, South America, Australia and
New Zealand to observe GM's far-flung installations.
Then in the space of a few months, the Firm lost the

services of two partners who supervised technical matters : Weldon Powell met his untimely death in an automobile accident, and in 1966 Everett J. ShifHett retired.
Mr. Harrington stepped into the breach and now is
responsible for administrative supervision of the Firm's
accounting and auditing policies and standards.
To be able to grapple with technicalities in new and
unfamiliar situations requires him to look at a mass of
detail and get quickly to the heart of the matter. To
be helpful in discovering talent in the Firm and placing
it where it will be most effective requires him to have
another dimension—a human touch. And that, finally,
seems to be what makes Emmett Harrington go: the
incisive mind tempered with kindliness.
The traits must have served him well during World
War II when, as a naval officer, he was the technical
assistant to the supervisory cost inspector of the Naval
District that encompassed the busy Pacific Northwest
shipyards, and when he served as the government's
consultant in the sticky three-month-long labor-management negotiations in the ship-building industry.
It appears, moreover, to be against his nature to be a
detractor. One of the favorite indoor sports of people
who commute daily into New York City is to criticize
the railroads. Mr. Harrington spends about two hours
a day on the New Haven Railroad, the butt of many
disparagements, but he looks instead at how well the
line operates under adverse conditions.
The personally reticent Mr. Harrington seems more
at ease talking about people other than himself, like
his daughter and her dentist husband in Southern
California or another daughter taking a year off from
college to look at the workaday world. And he is practically voluble when it comes to talk of golf, though not
his own game.
His love of the outdoors goes back a long way, to an
early boyhood in Montana (he was born in the Bitter-

root Valley) and later in Washington State, where he
came to know the Cascade range from its foothills to
Glacier Peak, especially during his college years when
he worked on fire patrol with the United States Forest
Service. To this day he can provide accurate and useful
information on camping and hiking in the Cascades.
Mr. Harrington received a bachelor of business administration degree in 1930 from the University of
Washington, where he was elected to Beta Alpha Psi,
and then he went to work as an accountant for the
Seattle Post-Intelligencer. A couple of years later he
joined the public accounting firm of White and Currie,
predecessors in Seattle of McLaren, Goode, West & Co.
In 1953, he was elected vice president of the Washington Society of CPAs, a post which carried automatic
accession to the presidency. He was never made president, though, because he transferred to the EO before
the year was out. In the American Institute of CPAs,
he has served four years as chairman of the Practice
Review Committee, which looks into reports alleged to
be sub-standard, and is now chairman of the Accounting Trends and Techniques Committee.
Outside professional hours, he has headed the accountants division of both the Girl Scout Council of
Greater New York and the USO. He has also served as
a director and officer of two country clubs in Greenwich, Connecticut, the town where he and his wife, the
former Lillian Alvestad, make their home.
For the most part, however, his hours seem to be full
of professional concerns. The mass of responsibilities
that are his make his daily schedule seem ridiculously
crowded and hurried. Yet when a visitor in his office
looked out the window and wondered what ship was
sailing downriver, Mr. Harrington, with an air of playing hooky for a moment, brought out a discreetly small
pair of field glasses to take a sighting on the port bow.
"She's the African Dawn," he said. "Farrell Line." D
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